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circumstances, to help a friend and prevent, when that was
done, any unreasonable complications from coming into his
own life. The tragedy, that obliged Gauguin to leave Aries
so soon, took place two days before Christmas*
"It was in Aries that I went to meet Vincent Van Gogh, after
numerous solicitations on his part. He wished, he said, to
found the Studio of the Midi, of which I would be the chief*
The poor Dutchman was so keen, so enthusiastic. But reading
Tartarin de Tarascon had made him believe in an extraordinary
Midi that should be expressed by jets of flame. And on his
canvases chronic flared up, inundating the mas, the whole
plain of the Camargue, with sunshine. We worked for some
months with eagerness. That was little. It was a great deal.
For a very long time I have wanted to write about Van Gogh,
and I shall do so certainly one day when I feel like it: for the
moment I am going to relate certain things about him, or rather
about us, which are capable of correcting a falsehood that has
circulated in certain circles. Chance, surely, had decreed that
during my life several men who associated with me and who
argued with me have become mad. The two brothers Van Gogh
are among these and some people uncharitably, and others
naively, have attributed their madness to me. Certainly some
of us can have more or less ascendancy over their friends, but
it is a long way from that to provoking madness. A long time
after the catastrophe, Vincent wrote to me from the maison fa
sante where he was being looked after. He said: 'How lucky
you are to be in Paris. That is where one may still find leaders,
and surely you ought to consult a specialist to cure you of your
madness. Are we not all mad?1 The advice was good, which is
why I did not follow it, out of pcrvcrscncss undoubtedly*
The readers of the Mercure were able to see in a letter from
Vincent, published a few years ago, the insistence that he
exercised to make me go to Aries to found after his plans a
studio of which I was to be the director* I was working at that
time at Pont-Aven in Brittany, and perhaps because my studies